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M editation I
F o r my Lady o f  G race
I  c l o s e d  my e y e s .  O l e t  me no m ore f i g h t  
B u t s e e k  w i t h i n  a  d w e l l i n g - p l a c e  o f  L ig h t .
And l o !  my Lady came in  fo rm  so  b r i g h t  
My in w a rd  ev e  was d a z z l e d .  O t h a t  I  m ig h t 
S in g  f o r t h  my jo y  i n  w ords o f  w onder q u i t e  
As f a i r  a s  e v e r  p o e t  s a n g  in  h e i g h t  
O f s o a r in g  p r a i s e ,  an d  k n e e l  h e r  hum ble k n ig h t  
C o n te n t  t o  r e s t ,  made g e n t l e  i n  h e r  s i g h t .
B ut I  s to o d  dumb b e f o r e  my f l a w l e s s  Qu ee n  
L ik e  one who w a i t s  th e  ju d g m e n t o f  h i s  l o r d  
She sp o k e  n o  w o rd , b u t  s m i l in g  to o k  my hand  
And l e d  me o u t  i n t o  a  t i m e l e s s  l a n d . . .
'T i s  w ords I  l a c k ,  n o t  lo v e  f o r  my A dored 
W herew ith  t o  t e l l  w ha t t h e s e  c l o s e d  e y e s  h av e  s e e n .
— Mark A lla b y
